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DISCOURSE. 


And  be  ye  thankful. — Col.  3:15. 

“ Were  it  not  worse  than  vain  to  close  our  eyes 
Unto  the  azure  sky  and  golden  light, 

Because  the  tempest  cloud  doth  sometimes  rise, 

And  glorious  day  must  darken  into  night.” 

Ask  the  faithful  youth 

Why  the  cold  urn  of  her,  whom  long  he  loved, 

So  often  fills  his  arms ; so  often  draws 
His  lonely  footsteps  at  the  silent  hour, 

To  pay  the  mournful  tribute  of  his  tears. 

O he  will  tell  thee  that  the  wealth  of  worlds 
Should  ne’er  seduce  his  bosom  to  forego 
That  sacred  hour,  when  stealing  from  the  noise 
Of  care  and  envy,  sweet  remembrance  soothes 
With  Virtue’s  kindest  looks  his  aching  breast, 

And  turns  his  tears  to  rapture. 

If  human  passion' fills  the  breast  and  shows 
Its  heavings  ; when ’t  is  of  man  and  earthly, 
Transient,  like  all  terrestrial,  human  things, 

Its  rise  and  origin  in  the  low  grounds 
And  flat  marshes  of  sordid  selfishness, 

What  may  the  tide-risings  be  of  the  stream 
That  flows  from  God,  the  head  and  fountain  source 
Of  all  that’s  pure,  beautiful,  and  holy? 

For  God  is  love.  And  from  his  throne  there  flows 
A stream  which,  by  its  branches,  ramifies, 

Bedews,  and  moistens  ev’ry  heart  tendril, 

Ev’ry  soul  affection  and  emotion, 

’Till  the  inner  man,  overcome  by  love, 

Moves  on  in  fond  submission  to  the 
Silent  workings  of  that  secret  power 
By  grace  imparted  and  by  grace  received. 

The  wind  bloweth  whereso’er  it  listeth, 

The  sound  we  hear,  but  yet  we  cannot  tell 


4 


The  point  from  whence  it  comes,  to  which  it  goes 
The  straw,  by  the  light,  airy  current  borne, 

Of  both  may  tell  thee.  Drink  ye  of  the  stream, 
And  somewhat  ot  the  fountain  ye  may  know. 

Of  the  tree  you  may  judge  when  of  the  fruit 
You  eat.  The  lineaments,  when  clearly  drawn 
In  the  features  of  the  child,  may  point  you 
To  its  father.  So  look  ye  at  the  workings 
Of  grace  within,  as  shown  in  acts  without, 

And  to  a God -source  you’ll  be  directed. 

The  ruler  of  Jacob’s  sons  knew  full  well 
That  his  Raboni — his  Master — truly 
A teacher  was,  sent  from  God,  for  no  man 
Could  do  the  miracles  he  did,  except 
God  were  with  him. 

In  his  works  Jesus  had 
His  records.  Thus  we,  Ricodemus  like, 

May  read,  and  learn  of  faith’s  reality. 

“ True  faith  and  reason  are  the  soul's  two  eyes. 
Faith  evermore  looks  upward,  and  descries 
Objects  remote;  but  reason  can  discover 
Things  only  near — sees  nothing  that’s  above  her. 
They  are  not  matches — often  disagree, 

And  sometimes  both  are  closed  and  neither  see. 
Faith  views  the  sun,  and  reason  but  the  shade ; 
One  courts  the  mistress,  t’other  woos  the  maid. 
That  sees  the  fire,  this  only  but  the  flint; 

The  true-bred  Christian  never  looks  asquint.” 

Reason  cannot  Faith’s  office  fill,  but  she 
May  be  her  handmaid.  Reason  human  is, 

Faith ’s  divine.  Of  this  Jesus  is  the  author, 

And  he  the  finisher.  The  gift  of  God 
It  is.  The  eternal  Spirit  bears  it 
As  his  own  appropriate,  special  fruit. 

Paul,  chosen  of  God,  an  apostle  made, 

And  commissioned  to  the  Gentile  world, 

Would  join  this  faith  in  compact  most  holy, 

Most  irrevocable,  to  love,  and  joy, 

And  peace.  To  gentleness  and  meekness  too  ; 

To  goodness,  to  that  suffering  which  is  long, 

And  to  temperance.  This  is  the  golden 


Cluster  which  grows  upon  the  vine  whose  roots 
Their  feedlets  send  deep  in  heavenly  mould, 

To  draw  their  substance  thence.  Of  all  that  God 

Hath  by  way  of  promise  spoken,  this  faith 

The  substance  is.  Of  all  the  things  not  seen 

As  yet  by  mortal  eyes,  man’s  evidence 

Is  this  God-begotten  faith.  ’Tis  by  this 

That  God  is  pleased ; without  it  he  is  mocked 

By  ev’ry  service  that  may  be  rendered 

To  him  ; by  every  thank-offering  and  song 

Of  praise  that  may  be  sung.  The  morning  prayer 

And  evening  sacrifice  alike  displease 

The  Holy  One,  unless  in  faith  they’re  offered, 


The  first  brothers  that  walked  the  earth  were  made 
To  differ.  The  one  had  faith,  the  other  none. 

Faith  moved  the  hand  of  Abel  when  he  brought 
As  his  off ’ring  the  firstlings  of  his  flock. 

Cain  offered  too,  but  with  rejection  met, 

Because  he  no  witness  had  that  he  was 
Righteous.  Noah,  by  faith,  when  warned  of  God, 
And  moved  with  holy  fear,  prepared  his  ark. 

’Twas  faith  nerved  Abram’s  arm,  when  he  the  knife 
Would  seize,  Isaac,  his  promised  sou,  to  slay. 

By  this  the  sons  of  Isaac  a father’s  blessing 
Would  receive.  By  this,  both  of  Joseph’s  sons 
Their  blessing  would  receive  from  Jacob  dying. 

By  this  the  interpreter  of  dreams  would 
Bind  the  sons  of  Israel  in  solemn  oath 
To  take  with  them  his  bones,  when  deliv’rance 
Should  come.  Faith  preserved  the  eye  of  Moses 
Undimmed,  when  he  looked  afar  and  saw 
That  reward  his  recompense  should  be. 

The  son-in-law  of  Pharaoh — Egypt’s  king — 

He  would  not  be.  His  honors  nor  his  treasures 
Would  lie  share.  Royal  riches  could  not  him 
Allure.  Nor  could  the  anger  of  a king 
Intimidate.  With  God’s  people,  by  choice, 

He’d  make  the  reproach  of  Christ  his  portion. 

Holy  men  of  olden  time,  moved  by  faith, 

Desired  to  see  the  day  of  Christ,  but  died 
Without  the  sight.  Faith  the  fingers  moved  of 
Jesse’s  son,  when  he  his  harp  would  touch, 

To  call  its  music  forth  in  solemn  praise. 


Faith  winged  the  prayers  of  Daniel,  when  he 
Before  his  God  would  bow,  despite  the  threats 
Of  Persia’s  king.  Faith  sped  the  smooth  stone 
From  the  shepherd’s  simple  sling.  Unerring, 

It  its  course  pursued,  when  life  it  sought,  nor 
Did  it  stay  its  flight  till  the  champion  fell. 

Faith  fixed  the  heart  of  David  on  his  Lord,  • 

And  made  his  tongue  a ready  writer’s  pen. 

Isaiah’s  holy  rapture  came  from  faith, 

As  he  would  speak  of  Jesus — his  suff’ rings 
First,  and  then  the  glory  that  should  follow. 

Have  we  this  faith  ? With  it  we  can  all  things 
Do;  without  it,  nothing.  Without  it,  we 
Cannot  be  in  Jesus,  nor  can  Jesus 
In  us  be  formed,  the  glory  of  our  hope. 

For  us,  God’s  greatest  gift  was  his  begotten 
Son.  And  in  11s,  God’s  greatest  and  best  gift 
Is  a living  faith  in  Jesus,  who  is 
Emmanuel,  God  with  us — God  for  us. 

If  this  gift  be  ours,  to  God  the  giver, 

Let  us,  first  of  all,  sincerely  thankful 

Be.  Faith  foremost  we  would  ever  put — faith 

Which  works  by  love,  which  purifies  the  heart, 

The  world  o’ercomes,  and  saves  the  soul  of  man. 

For  temporal  things  we  too  would  bring  our  thanks 
To  God  Almighty.  Seed  time  and  harvest 
Still  we’ve  had.  Summer’s  heat  and  winter’s  cold 
Continue.  Our  barns  are  filled  with  plenty. 

And  now  before  our  God,  the  giver  of  all 
Good  and  perfect  gifts,  we  come.  And  on  our 
Ev’ry  soul  we  call,  thank-offerings  to  bring. 

Our  souls  within  us  up  we’d  stir,  to  thank 
Our  God,  our  Maker,  our  Protector  too. 

Eternal  Father  ! let  thy  name  hallowed 
Be.  Let  thy  power  on  earth  be  felt 
In  bringing  souls  to  thee  submissively. 

God  of  Jacob  ! we  will  praise  thee  ; our  thanks 
To  thee  we’ll  render,  Israel’s  God,  we’ll  bless 
Thy  holy  name  now  and  for  ever.  To  thee 
We  come  with  adoration  meet.  ’Tis  good 
With  thanks  to  come,  for  thou  art  good.  Mercies 
Flow  from  thee.  From  thee  ev’ry  blessing  comes. 
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Thou  art  our  God  and  Father  ; of  the  prophets 
Thou  art  the  God  ; of  Christ  thou  the  Father 
Art.  And  praise  is  thine.  Thee  the  heavens  praise. 
The  firmament  will  praise  thee.  Of  thy  goodness 
This  earth  is  full.  Around  thee  cherubs  wave  their 
Wings  of  fire.  Near  thee  seraphs  hover.  Their  face 
With  wings  they’d  hide,  and  thrice  they  would  the  cry 
Of  Holy  give.  If  all  in  heaven  would 
Bless  thee,  why  should  not  every  soul  on  earth  ? 

Jesus  ! to  thee  we  give  our  thanks.  With  God 
Thou  equal  art.  And  yet,  like  unto  us 
Thyself  hast  made.  Thou  didst  to  thyself  take 
A servant’s  form,  and  unto  death  didst  suffer 
That  we  might  live.  Now  we  live  on  earth,  and 
Hope  to  live  again  with  thee  on  high. 

This  world  is  not  our  home.  We  are  strangers 
And  sojourners  here,  as  all  our  fathers 
Were.  Like  them,  we  too  must  quit  earthly  scenes. 
But  thanks  again  to  God,  the  Christian  knows 
The  place  to  which  he  goes  for  ever  to  abide. 

Ev’ry  earthly  tie  death  will  sever : none 
Too  holy.  Art  thou  addressed  as  lather, 

Or  as  mother?  Welcome  names,  sent  forth 
From  lips  of  innocence  ! Those  cherubs  sweet, 
Which  God  in  mercy  sent,  to  make  complete 
The  farn’ly  circle — God  lent  them  to  thee 
Awhile,  to  soothe  thee  in  the  hour  of  gloom, 

Which  comes  betimes,  unsought,  to  mortals  here. 

Has  death  entered  your  peaceful,  pleasant  home? 

Has  he  claimed  the  mother’s  babe,  the  father’s  boy  ? 

If  so,  you’ve  felt  a bitterness  of  soul, 

An  anguish  deep,  by  far  too  deep  for  words. 

Death  claimed  his  victims.  I know  you  miss 
Them.  Was  it  a child  ? Sweet  child,  her  tiny  arms 
No  more  your  neck  entwine.  That  infant  voice 
Is  stilled.  Tiie  silence  of  the  grave  is  theirs. 

And  yet  they  live  with  angels  and  with  God. 

Upon  the  holy  mount  they  rest,  beyond 
The  reach  of  sickness,  sorrow,  pain,  or  death. 

In  the  spirit  land  they  dwell,  where  no  tears 
Are  ever  shed,  where  darkness  never  enters. 
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Have  you  in  sorrow  wept'?  Well,  be  it  so  ; 

There  is  no  sin  jn  tears.  The  Son  of  God 
Once  stood  by  the  grave  of  Lazarus  dead  ; 

There,  with  sorrowing  sisters,  “Jesus  wept.” 

Parents  bereaved  may  weep  ; but  murmur  not. 

Thy  God  may  claim  his  own  : what  he  has  given, 

To  himself  he’ll  take.  Their  blood-washed  souls 
He’d  set,  as  little  twinkling  stars,  in  the 
Great  Bledeemer’s  diadem  of  glory. 

Let  them  in  heaven  await  thy  coming. 

When  they  o’er  the  battlements  of  the  New 
Jerusalem  lean,  and  see  thy  spirit  borne 
On  angel’s  wings,  with  ecstasy  too  pure 
For  earth,  they’ll  welcome  thee.  And  then,  0 then, 
With  what  bliss  wilt  thou  hail  the  spirit  sound 
Which  gently  falls  upon  thine  ear — “My  mother  !” 
For  this,  the  Christian’s  hope,  thanks  be  tu  God, 

This  most  truly  is  a world  of  sorrow. 

Shades  and  gloom  come  suddenly  o’er  us  here. 
Diseases  have  their  time,  and  Death  his  hour 
Of  triumph  has,  in  which  he  lays  his  cold 
And  icy  hand,  relentlessly,  upon  his 
Unsuspecting  victim.  Yet  tor  ashes 
There  is  beauty  : a garment  of  praise  there  is 
For  the  burdened  spirit.  In  Gilead 
There  is  a balm  for  sorrow-stricken  souls  ; 

A Physician,  most  divine,  wdiose  power 
Can  heal  the  sickened  heart,  and  quickly  give 
Relief.  Above  us  there  is  a pitying  eye  ; 

Unto  us  there  cometh  an  arm  made  bare, 

Omnipotent  to  save,  and  to  destroy 
Most  powerful.  Unto  the  Tree  of  Life 
We  access  have  ; of  its  twelvefold  fruits,  we 
Too  may  eat  and  live  for  ever.  Its  leaves, 

Ordained  to  heal  the  nations,  wither  not. 

Near  by  the  margin  of  the  eternal 
Stream  it  stands,  in  peerless,  fadeless  beauty. 

Each  born  of  woman  has  days  of  sorrow 
Full,  though  in  number  they  are  but  few. 

Its  own  bitterness  each  heart  is  made  to  know, 
Though  there  is  a joy,  an  inner  gladness, 

With  which  the  stranger  cannot  intermeddle. 
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Home  joys  there  are,  and  0,  how  great  are  they. 

Home  sorrows,  too  ; but  0 ! how  sad  are  they 
The  scenes  of  youth,  with  what  delight  intense 
The  mind  first  recalls,  then  dwells  upon  them. 

The  hearthstone,  to  memory  dear  ; the  hill,  the  vale, 

The  meadow  green  ; the  rivulet,  winding 
Between  its  grassy  banks,  on  which  the  body, 

Weary,  rested,  now  in  recollection 
Lives,  that  on  it  the  weary  mind  awhile 
May  rest,  until  the  wings  of  fancy  take 
Another  flight,  and  on  airy  pinions, 

Hope  and  Faith,  fixes  her  feet  a new  made  ark 

Within.  Upon  the  pinnacle  of  a fancied 

Ararat  she  rests  awhile,  awaiting 

The  dove’s  return.  For  she  a messenger 

Has  been  sent,  to  search,  and  find,  and  bring  again 

The  olive  branch. 

Without  a fear,  a nation’s  children  play 
’Neath  the  grateful  shade  of  the  emblem  tree 
Planted  by  pilgrim  fathers  in  genial  soil. 

No  foe  without  can  reach  it.  But  within 
A rebel  foe  appears.  He  takes  the  ax 
Of  discord,  and  maddened  high  he  wields  it. 

Ten  thousand  fathers  quick  arrest  the  stroke, 

And  in  one  voice  these  thousand  fathers  cry. 

In  piercing  accents,  coming,  from  the  heart, 

“ Woodman,  spare  that  tree, 

Touch  not  a single  bough  ; 

In  youth  it  sheltered  me, 

And  I’ll  protect  it  now,” 

Six  hundred  thousand  to  the  rescue  come : 

An  army  in  numbers  fearful,  in  power 

Terrible.  Whence  came  they'?  Whence  came  they  not? 

Each  royal  State  her  quota  quickly  gives, 

Vieing  to  be  first  and  freest  in  this 
Oblation  most  holy.  From  eastern  slopes 
They  come.  They  come  from  northern  lakes ; 

They  come  from  New  England’s  cold  and  barren  hills  ; 
They  come  from  the  Mississippi’s  plains 
Most  fertile  : from  the  piney  groves  of  the 
State  of  Penn  they  come.  From  counter  and  field, 
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From  the  boat  and  the  car,  from  the  anvil 
And  the  plane,  the  professor’s  chair,  the  bar, 

The  pulpit,  the  printers’s  case,  the  senate, 

The  plough,  and  the  loom.  From  all  these  they  come. 
To  gravity  the  cobbler  thrusts  his  lapstone  ; 

The  tailor  risks  the  flying  of  his  goose, 

That  he  to  the  rescue  may  haste,  and  in 
The  hour  of  danger  prove  himself  a man. 

Our  representatives  are  there  ; of  some 
The  sons  ; of  many  our  brothers  are  there. 

And  here  and  there  a pensive  maid,  who  dare 
Not  tell  for  very  modesty  ; yet  she 
In  her  inmost  heart  feels  sad,  for  this  thought 
Is  ever  present  with  her,  “My  lover 
Is  there .”  A father  prays,  a mother  weeps, 

And  secretly  the  maiden  sighs,  because 
The  loved  ones  are  there. 

’Tis  a noble  cause. 

The  nations  very  life  they  seek.  And  seek  it 
They  will,  though  the  penalty  should  be  death. 


Internecine  war,  with  sorrows  pregnant, 

Is  forced  upon  us.  We  mourn  an  Ellsworth 
Murdered;  a valiant  Lyon  slain  in  battle  ; 

A Baker  sacrificed  on  “ sacred  soil 

Soil  that  would  be  sacred,  were  it  not  soiled, 

Tarnished,  desecrated,  doomed,  and  damned. 

The  blood  runs  cold  at  thoughts  of  horrid  deeds, 
At  vows  unpaid,  oaths  unkept,  and  cov’nants 
Broken.  Compacts  most  holy,  most  sacred, 

Are  unobserved.  The  Constitution  old, 

By  our  fathers  framed  and  long  revered, 
Underfoot  they  trampled,  as  though  it  were 
A useless,  nay,  more,  a worthless  thing. 

But  thanks,  our  thanks  to  God  this  day  we  bring. 
A nation  weakened,  and  disheartened  quite, 

Has  her  innate  spirit  roused  within  her. 

The  tree  of  liberty  we  call  our  own  ; 

It  lives,  it  flourishes,  it  buds,  it  blooms. 

Our  eagle’s  flight  in  her  Pacific  course 

Is  scarce  impeded.  Should  her  wings  be  clipped 

Of  hindering  pinions,  once  more  she’ll  rise, 

And  a higher,  bolder  flight  she’ll  take. 

She’ll  fear  no  batteries  mashed  ; beyond 
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The  reach  of  stolen  guns  and  shells  she’ll  soar. 

In  heavens  breeze  yet  floats  our  banner  fair  ; 

The  stripes  are  red  and  white,  and  white  and  red 
They  will  remain,  though  blood  should  freely  flow 
To  set  the  colors. 

And  in  the  sky-blue 
Canopy  above,  where  stars  are  set,  there 
Stars  shall  shine  with  light  undimmed  and  lustre 
Unbeclouded.  Though  from  that  constellation 
The  light  of  lesser  stars  should  fail,  not  so 
The  Ursa  Majors,  the  Alphas,  and  the  Betas  ; 

Their  rays  no  fog  from  sickly  Southern  swamps 
Can  ever  dim. 


’Tis  most  true,  the  disease  is  sore. 
An  uncer  on  the  body  politic 

Has  grown.  ’Tis  quite  beyond  the  reach  of  outer 
Applications.  Deep  cutting  must  be  done — 

The  instrument  the  sword.  Probing,  the  wound 
Will  show  in  all  its  depths  ; the  bayonet 
For  this  will  do.  No  cotton  plaster  merit 
Has  to  reach  the  rebel  spleen.  More  virtue 
Is  in  hemp  for  such  a case.  Far  too  deep 
It  is  for  sugar-coated  pills,  by  quacks 
Administered,  in  doses  homoeopathic. 

Allopathic  pills,  mercurial,  of 

Large  dimensions,  as  big  as  cannon  balls, 

With  booming  noise,  scented  with  saltpetre, 

Must  be  sent  in  packages,  carefully 

Enclosed.  Because  the  ailment  shifts,  we’ll  shift 

The  cure. 


We’ll  send  our  fleets 
To  Beaufort  harbor, 

And  with  wetted  sheets 
Will  cure  their  ardor — 
Hydropathic  like. 

True,  true,  indeed ! what  if  our  arms  should  fail! 
If  disaster  and  defeat  should  be  our  lot ; 

If  our  fleet  should  meet  a watery  grave; 

If  our  noble  soldiers  should  be  overcome; 

Our  nation’s  honor  in  the  dust  be  laid  ; 

Our  cities  sacked,  and  wasted  all  our  lands  ; 
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Dark,  portentous  clouds  would  settle  o’er  us. 

The  battle  fought,  and  the  victory  lost, 

Then  all  were  lost  that  e’er  was  worth  a struggle. 
Yea,  the  victory  lost,  for  ever  we  should  sigh 
To  be  set  free  from  all  that  should  remain. 
Disgraced  our  banner,  our  honor  humbled, 

Our  fleet  dejected,  our  army  weakened, 

Our  commerce  crippled,  our  rivers  guarded, 

Our  all  mortgaged,  without  hope,  without  faith 
In  man — a bell  without  a tongue,  a ship 
Without  a rudder,  a dark  day  without  a sun, 

A darker  night,  without  a single  star,  were  we. 
Upon  us.  then,  a dark,  despotic  shade 
Would  sit,  such  as  the  world  has  never  seen. 
Tyranny,  which  no  equal  ever  had, 

Oppression  sore,  without  a parallel, 

Wound  taunt,  torture,  and  grind  us  to  the  dust. 
Pharaohs,  in  new  succession,  would  arise, 

And  ours  a servitude  more  bitter  far 
Than  Jacob’s  sons  endured,  when  in  Egypt’s 
Clavey  yards,  their  task  of  brick  performed 
Without  their  straw.  Then  a slavery  ours 
More  debasing,  more  corrupting,  yea,  more 
Pollutin';  far  than  Afric’s  sable  sons 
Have  ever  suffered  on  Mississippi’s 
Marshy  plains,  or  North  Carolina’s  sterile 
Coasts,  where  cursed  rebellion  most  has  grown. 

O ! shall  our  star  of  hope  for  ever  set? 

In  the  past  alone  shall  our  birthday  live  ? 

Shall  our  bonfires  cease  to  be  kindled  each 
Revolving  year  ? Of  our  independence 
Shall  the  declaration  no  more  be  read 
To  joyous  multitudes,  when  July  fourth 
Returns?  Shall  our  national  airs,  on  the 
Shrill  fife  and  drum,  no  more  recall  the  scenes 
Through  which  we’ve  passed? 

Shall  Faneuil  Hall  be  in  mourning  dressed  ? 

Shall  Bunker  Hill  be  levelled  to  the  ground  ? 

Shall  Qnakerdom  be  clothed  in  sable  garb  ? 

Shall  every  hickory  tree  grow  limber 
Because  General  Andrew  Jackson’s  dead? 

Shall  every  elm  cast  her  leaves  untimely, 

Only  because  no  William  Penn  survives  ? 
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Shall  democracy  a failure  proven 

Be "?  Shall  man  be  seen  unfit  to  govern 

Man  ? Shall  human  passion  prove  too  strong 

For  human  law  ? Shall  monarchs,  kings,  potentates, 

More  pleasing  seem  in  power  than  rulers 

Made  by  choice  of  ruled,  and  unmade  by  will 

Of  men  possessing  inalienable 

This  blessed  boon  ? 

Shall  our  government  seem 
A wild  experiment,  and  shall  it  prove 
Delusive  ? If  so.  a sad,  long  farewell 
To  all  our  hopes — 

“ For  we  shall  never  see 
That  brightness  in  her  eye  she  wore 
When  Rome  was  free.” 

A million  men  in  arms  ! A spectacle 
Indeed,  at  which,  though  joyous  devils  smile, 

The  holy  angels  will  in  sadness  weep. 

As  Jeremiah  once,  so  fathers  now 

Will  give  their  eyes  to  tears.  And  Rachels  too, 

All  comfort  will  refuse,  because  their  sons 
Are  not.  Those  are  scenes  on  which  we  are  not 
Called  to  look.  There  are  groans  the  world  will  not 
Hear.  There  are  sorrow-stricken  hearts  a sister’s 
Voice  will  never  cheer.  There  are  pained  brows 
Upon  which  a mother’s  hand  wdll  ne’er  be  laid. 

There  are  soldiers  slain  who  lie  unburied. 

There  are  graves  o’er  which  no  tombstone  stands, 

To  tell  the  passing  traveller  whose  dust 

Lies  mouldering  there.  Some,  without  a thought 

Of  God,  or  heaven,  or  hell,  of  life  or  death, 

Are,  unprepared  quite,  called  most  suddenly 
To  appear  the  dread  judgment  seat  before, 

To  hear  their  endless  doom,  “ Depart  from  me.” 
Depait,  ye  cursed  ones,  into  that  horrid  lake 
Which  burns  with  fire  unquenched  : go  feel  its  flames 
Go — endure  the  worm  that  never  dies  ! 

With  brothers  all  in  freedom’s  cause  we’re  on 
The  stage.  In  the  startling  drama  we’ve  had 
Our  entrance.  Our  Curtin’s  up.  May  he 
Not  fall  officially,  until  from  out 
These  complex  troubles  a happy  exit 
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Come  for  us.  Come  it  will,  and  right  early. 

The  deep  purposes  of  God,  most  holy, 

Demand  our  peace  and  our  prosperity. 

As  mutual  instruments  to  chasten, 

For  a little  while,  our  God  may  use  us. 

Our  great  mission  is  to  save,  not  destroy  : 

To  cure,  and  not  to  kill. 

The  darkest  night 

Will  pass  away.  The  fever  has  its  time 
To  burn.  The  lightning  has  it  time  to  flash. 

The  pealing  thunder  has  its  time  to  roar. 

Meteors  have  their  time  to  come  and  go. 

The  tide  which  flows  will  surely  ebb  again. 

Our  oscillations  have  been  quick,  because 
Accelerated  by  an  iion  will. 

The  nation’s  eye  is  open,  lier  pulse  beats  strong  ; 
And  with  increasing  strength  it  still  will  beat, 

Until  the  central  life  is  freely  sent 
Entirely  around  the  outer  circle. 

Redeemed,  regenerated,  disenthralled, 

Again  our  nation  freely  breathes,  and  lives 
Once  more  ; and  if  not  loved,  yet  feared  by  all. 

Our  native  land  has  ever  been  our  joy  ; 

Our  joy,  and  boast,  and  hope  she  shall  be  still. 

“ Lives  here  a heart  so  cold  so  dead, 

That  never  to  itself  has  said, 

This  is  my  own,  my  native  land  ?” 

We  have  been  cradled  here,  here  lived  and  toiled  ; 
Here  wept  and  prayed ; and  here  we  still  will  pray. 
To  God  we’ll  pray.  A nation’s  God  will  hear 
The  agonizing  prayers,  the  heartfelt  cries, 

A suppliant  people,  with  strong  desire, 

Present.  To  God  we’ll  look  ; we’ll  look  unto 
The  hills  from  whence  alone  otir  help  can  come. 

For  he  will  come.  He  will  not  tarry  long. 

In  that  latter  g’ory  promised  long  we  too 

Will  share.  The  curse — our  curse  will  be  removed 

Ere  earth  keeps  jubilee  her  thousand  years. 

The  enkindled  patriotic  fires  will 

Never  cease  to  burn.  To  our  trust  we  must 

Faithful  be.  To  our  fathers  much  we  owe, 
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But  none  the  less  unto  our  children  dear. 

For  their  eyes  the  historic  pen  now  writes 
A fearful  page.  Upon  the  frontispiece 
This  withering  curse  : 

“ O for  a tongue  to  curse  the  slave, 

Whose  treason,  like  so.ne  deadly  blight, 
Comes  o’er  the  councils  of  the  brave, 

To  blast  them  in  their  hour  of  might. 

“ May  life’s  unblessed  cup  for  him, 

Be  drugged  with  treacheries  to  the  brim, 
With  hopes  that  but  allure  to  fly, 

With  joys  that  perish  till  he  die.” 


